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The Slip-Up 
nan 
"Yes, baby?" 


"Can we check one thing before we go on? It's the second beat of the first chord of the D minor, somewhere 


right there. | think | might have rushed it against the snare drum," Richie says. 
"Where?" Jon asks. 

"Uh, second chorus." 

"Second chorus." 


"I think | was a little overzealous. Or maybe l'm just nuts. | want to check it” 


The Discussion 


"Did Jon call Richie ‘baby’ in the studio today?" Hugh asks. 
"Yeah, | noticed that, too," David says. 

"Richie didn't say anything about it” 

"Maybe he didn't notice." 

"How could he not notice?" Hugh raises an eyebrow. 
"Do you think he didn't notice or-?" 

"Or what?" 

"Or he's just used to Jon calling him ‘baby." 

"Oh. 

"Jon and Richie have always been- close," David offers. 
"How close?" 

"You know, they write all the songs together." 

"Do they do anything else together besides write?" 
"Maybe." 


"It doesn't matter," Tico finally joins the conversation. "As long as Jon doesn't call Richie ‘baby’ in front of 


anyone beside us. It's none of our business." 


The Realization 


‘Oh, Jonny," Richie sighs with satisfaction 

Jon rolls off of Richie and stretches out. "That was rice.” 
"Jon?" Richie strokes his hair. 

"Yes, baby?" 

"You called me that in the studio today. You called me ‘baby:" 
"| did not.” 

"You did.” 

Jon turns to look at Richie. "Did anyone notice?" 

"| don't know." 


Jon sighs. "Oh fuck." 


The Discovery 


"Oh god Richie!" Jon grabs the pillow around his head as he screams. 


Richie is deep under the covers sucking Jon's pulsing dick He's out of his mind hearing Jon scream. Knowing 


he's giving Jon so much pleasure thrills him to no end. 

"Ahh-" Jon is almost there. "Yes-," he calls out. 

The door opens and David walks in. "Jon, |-" 

Jon snaps up. "Fuck-" 

David stops cold. He notices Jon's flushed face and the big lump under the covers. "Jon?" 
"Fuck, David, why don't you knock?" Jon panics. Richie stays under the covers. 

David can't believe it. "I did! | said ‘Can | come in? You said yes!" 

Tears spring up into Jon's eyes. How is he going to explain this? 

"What are you doing? Fuck, Jon, you're married!" David can't stop looking at the lump in the covers. 
Jon realizes he isn't breathing. He inhales sharply. "Yes- but- l- well-" 

"Well what?" David is exasperated. 


Richie decides to rescue him. "It's me," he says, coming out from under the covers. "It's only me," he says 


weakly. 
"Fuck," Jon says. 
"Richie?" Dave is shocked. "What the hell are you doing under there?" 


"Well, we're-" Richie moves next to Jon and puts his arm around him. "We're-" He doesn't know how to say it. 


David, Im blowing Jon, he thinks. 


"Oh!" Realization finally comes over David when Richie puts his arm around Jon's waist. "Oh my god! Are you 


serious?" 


"Fuck," Jon puts his head in his hands. 


"Yeah," Richie sighs. 

David doesn't know how to respond, "I'll leave." He awkwardly walks back out and shuts the door. 
Richie sighs again. "That went well," he says sarcastically. 

Jon falls back down against the bed. "Richie," he whines, visibly upset. 

Richie leans over him and soothingly strokes his arm. "Its okay, baby. It'll be okay." 

Jon whimpers softly. 

Richie kisses him gently. "I'll talk to him tomorrow. It was hard to hide anyway." 


Jon exhales slowly. Richie kisses him again and strokes his hair. He feels Jon relax. He moves his hand down to 


Jon's cock. "He interrupted some of my best work" 
Jon melts into Richie's touch. He lifts his head up and looks at him. "Get back down there," he growls softly. 
Richie goes back under the covers and resumes his ‘work’ 


"Oh god Richie!" Jon grabs the pillow around his head as he screams. 


The Damage Control 


"Davey, we need to talk,” Richie says. "About what you walked in on" 

"So you and Jon-" David doesn't know how to say it. 

‘It gets lonely out on the road," Richie explains. "Sometimes Jon and | get super horny and-" 
"How often?" 

"Occasionally." 

"So you- fuck?" 

"Yeah" 

"And blow, obviously." 

Richie smiles. 

"You're smiling." 

"| am?" 

"You enjoy it" 

"Well, yeah," Richie admits. 

"Oh my god." 

"Look, we're not in love or anything. It's just fucking,” Richie explains. 

Dave was quiet for a minute. "Do you kiss?" he asks. 

"Kiss?" 

"Yes. Kiss. While you're fucking, do you kiss? Do you kiss afterward? Before- you start?" 
"Well, yeah." 


"You kiss" 


"Yes." 

"You love him," David accuses. "You love Jon" 

"No | don't" Richie frowns. 

"And Jon loves you." 

"No he doesn't," Richie shrugs. "Kissing just enhances the." he almost says ‘lovemaking,’ "experience." 


"Whatever." Dave is quiet again. "Jon called you ‘baby," David reminds him. "Do terms of endearment also 


enhance your lovemaking?" 

"David," Richie says sternly. 

"Richie," David frowns. 

"Look, can you keep this to yourself? Until Jon tells the others? We'll try to be quieter.” 
David sighs heavily. "Yeah." 

"Okay. Thanks." Richie gets up to leave. 

"Tell your lover | said ‘hi," David says sarcastically. 

"This is happening, Dave," Richie says. "You'll have to accept it” 

"Yeah. Okay." 


Richie walks out the door. 


The Inevitable 


"Oh, Richie!" Jon pants. "Don't ever stop," he gasps. "That feels so.. ahh.." Jon can no longer talk in coherent 
sentences. "Ooh... god.. oh!" 


Richie is touching, stroking, rubbing, licking him in places he didn't know he had. 


Jesus, what is Richie doing? With trembling hands, Jon lifts the covers up to take a peek. Richie looks up 
without stopping. His burning eyes meet Jon's and he shivers. "Oh god, Rich," Jon exhales. 


Jon closes his eyes and presses his head back into the pillow. He can't feel his body anymore; all he can feel is 
Richie's hands, Richie's fingers, Richie's mouth, Richie's tongue. Richie. His eyes roll back in his head and he 
clutches the edges of the mattress as his orgasm explodes through him. 

"Ahh, yes.. yes.. yesssssssssssssssssssssl" 


David hears this in the next room. So much for them being quieter. 


Jon is still pulsing everywhere. Slowly he realizes Richie has kept going through his orgasm and is not slowing 
down. Jon can barely breathe or speak. 


"Rich.. stop.. please.. I'll die!" Jon almost cries. 

Richie makes a chuckling sound and, thankfully, stops. Jon's heart is still hammering and his blood is throbbing 
in his ears. Richie slides up Jon's exhausted body, out from under the covers, grasps the sides of his head and 
kisses his mouth. 

"Did you like that, baby?" Richie grins. 

Jon looks up at Richie with dazed eyes, disheveled hair and a flushed face. He can only nod. 

Richie runs his hands up Jon's sides and down his arms. He has never looked more beautiful than he does right 
now. "Mmm, Jon" Richie lifts Jon's arms, wraps them around his neck, and continues kissing his mouth. This, 


Richie decides, must be what heaven is like. 


*The end® 


